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QUINETTE THE BOOKBINDER.
ULIETTE E2ZELIN
oil remembered a street whose exact position she could not locate. When she reached the Avenue de Suffren station, it struck her that the street must be hidden somewhere about here, and she got out.
She generally had a good memory for places, which came to life as soon as she was on the spot, and enabled her to find her way with subconscious certainty.
She recognised the surroundings of the station well enough, but there was nothing that linked itself with the vision which had guided her: a greenish-coloured shop, in an out-of-the-way street, with tall grey houses with flat fronts; a shop with a few books, in various bindings, in the window.
It was there that her father had brought her one day when she was a child. A pleasant memory. She had thought of that greenish shop when the idea had struck her this morning to have the book bound which she was carrying under her arm.
After wandering round the various squares which presented themselves to her, awaiting some signal from her memory, she ended by going into a stationer's shop and asking whether they knew a bookbinder's in the neighbourhood. There was one in a near-by street to which they directed her.
It was evidently neither the street nor the shop of her memory. But Juliette was too bewildered to persist in her
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